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"Just like you, rushing at things/* his wife put in*
"How do we know a bungalow would be any use
to us? What about servants, plate, linen and all that
sort of thing, Mr. Spenser?"

"You can be supplied with everything, or bring
everything you are likely to want yourselves/'

"Can't say fairer than that," the film magnate
observed. "I have made up my mind, Mr. Spenser.
I am going to have a look at those bungalows."

"So headstrong he is!" Mrs. Leonidas murmured
resignedly.

"The price of the one I should recommend would
be twelve mille a month with furniture, crockery,
plate and linen. Any service from the house is

extra."

Mr. Leonidas waved his fat white hand, keeping
the palm extended so that the house-agent could
observe his ring, which was not the vulgar diamond
affair flaunted by so many of the leaders of his in-
dustry but a large, very handsome signet ring with
a coat of arms deeply engraved. It had cost him
seven pounds in the Caledonian Market and he was
very proud of it.
"The price is of no consequence," he declared.
"It is value I look for. If the value's there we deaL
That's the way I engage my artistes. If they ask five
hundred pounds a week and they are worth it they
get it from me. If they ask five pounds and are not
worth It I have nothing to do with them*"
"Sound business principles," Spenser admitted,
closing and locking his desk. "I was thinkiftg of